CHAPTER XIV
"I THHNK, Sheila, It would ba very much better for both
of us if you were to go back to England.'3
Richard had put on his serious voice and picked
his way delicately among the shamefaced words.
"What on earth do you mean ?" I asked.
"Oh, my job's an impossible one from a woman's
point of view, and I'm an impossible person to live
with/*
"I didn't come out here to be made a fool of/* I
said. "You're keeping something back. What is it?
Do you still love me ?"
"Oh yes, I'm very fond of you. You're very
attractive," Richard conceded.
<eThen why are you trying to fling me away like
an old boot ? What did you bring me out here for
at all?51
"I didn't send for you.   You wanted to come/*
We grounded hard in assertion and contradiction*
Richard stuck out his lower lip and sulked.
It was not yet three months since I had arrived
from England: rather more than a month since I first
met Bernard, and I had just returned from a few weeks*
visit to Singapore, Janet Holman, my friend of the
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